
































Things sweet to taste prove in digestion 
sour.
You urged me as a judge; but I had rather
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（2） Or my divine soul answer it in heaven.
 Thou art a traitor and a miscreant,
 Too good to be so and too bad to live,
 Since the more fair and crystal is the sky,
 The uglier seem the clouds that in it fly.
 Once more, the more to aggravate the 
note,
 With a foul traitor’s name stuff I thy 
throat;
 And wish, so please my sovereign―ere I 
move,




















（3） I’ll answer thee in any fair degree
 Or chivalrous design of knightly trial;
 And when I mount, alive may I not light,
 If I be traitor or unjustly fight! （1.1.80-83）
（いやしくも騎士道の名誉にかなうかぎ
father.
O, had it been a stranger, not my child,
To smooth his fault I should have been 
more mild:
A partial slander sought I to avoid,
And in  the  sentence  my own l i fe 
destroy’d.
Alas, I look’d when some of you should 
say,
I was too strict to make mine own away;
But you gave leave to my unwilling 
tongue



































（2） But now the blood of twenty thousand 
men
Did triumph in my face, and they are fled;
And, till so much blood thither come 
again,










（3） Men judge by the complexion of the sky
The state and inclination of the day;
So may you by my dull and heavy eye:




































（1） He that no more must say is listen’d more
Than they whom youth and ease have 
taught to glose;
More are men’s ends mark’d than their 
lives before:






























（1） Take Hereford’s rights away, and take 
from Time
His charters and his customary rights;
Let not to-morrow then ensue to-day;
Be not thyself, for how art thou a king












（2） But I bethink me what a weary way
From Ravenspurgh to Cotswold will be 
found
In Ross and Willoughby, wanting your 
company,
Which, I protest, hath very much beguiled












（3） Besides I say and will in battle prove,
Or here or elsewhere to the furthest 
verge
That ever was survey’d by English eye,
That all the treasons for these eighteen 
years
Complotted and contrived in this land













バ ラ ン ド の 話 の 一 部 で あ る。 こ の 中 で





















（1） Finds brotherhood in thee no sharper 
spur?










（4） Harry of Hereford, Lancaster and Derby,
Stands here for God, his sovereign and 
himself,
On pain to be found false and recreant,
To prove the Duke of Norfolk, Thomas 
Mowbray,
A traitor to his God, his king and him;





















Edward’s seven sons, whereof thyself art 
one,
Were as seven vials of his sacred blood,
Or seven fair branches springing from 
one root.
Some of those seven are dried by the 
nature’s course,
Some of those branches by the Destinies 
cut;
But Thomas my dear lord, my life, my 
Gloucester,
One vial full of Edward’s sacred blood,
One flourishing branch of his most royal 
root,
Is crack’d and all the precious liquor spilt,
Is hack’d down, and his summer leaves all 
faded,
By envy’s hand, and murder’s bloody axe.






























（2） A thousand flatterers sit within thy 
crown,
Whose compass is no bigger than thy 
head,
And yet, incaged in so small a verge,










（2） But ere the crown he looks for live in 
peace,
Ten thousand bloody crowns of mother’s 
sons
Shall ill become the flower of England’s 
face,
Change the complexion of her maid-pale 
peace
To scarlet indignation and bedew
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（3） A jewel in ten-tmes barr’d-up chest
Is a bold sprit in a loyal breast.
Mine honour is my life, both grow in one,


















































（1） And shortly mean to touch our not 
northern shore.
Perhaps they had ere this, but that they 
stay










（2） Thoughts tending to content flatter 
themselves
That they are not the first of fortune’s 
slaves,
Nor shall not be the last―like silly 
beggars.
Who, sitting in the stocks, refuge their 
shame,











































They love not poison that do poison need,
Nor do I thee. Though I did wish him dead,
I hate the murtherer, love him murthered.
……………………………………………………
Lords, I protest my soul is full of woe
That blood should sprinkle me to make me 
grow.
Come mourn with me for what I do lament,
And put on sullen black incontinent.
I’ll make a voyage to the Holy Land,
To wash this blood off from my guilty hand.
March sadly after; grace my mournings here
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